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	Tides of Revenge

He felt his fragile heart crack as his father threw him to the floor just as if he was a mere, useless old ragdoll.

His most desperately protected secret had landed on the face of truth as the lime green-eyed dragon protected his best friend, and the whole village now knew that the runt of the Vikings had, not only adopted, but _trained _and _befriended_ a dragon, and the powerful, until now unseen Night Fury at that.

And while amongst the shocked faces of the many Vikings no one could see anything resembling a smile of any sort, Hiccup had still seen the amazed expressions painted on some pale faces; dragons were bloodthirsty creatures, and they had seen one _protecting _a scrawny boy from a very angry Monstrous Nightmare. The dragon of the night fought the raging creature without hesitation.

But that meant nothing when they realized that those black scales had never touched anyone's eyes, and the lime-green orbs with slit shaped pupils had already sent shivers through the youngest Vikings. The surprise had been replaced by fear and anger when they came to the realization that it was the unholy offspring of lightning and Death itself.

It protected Hiccup, but it had severely injured a few warriors who, blinded by anger and a burning desire to have a Night Fury head as a trophy, had been stubborn enough to fight the dark dragon; only a few tailwhips had been used to throw them away like a bat hitting an approaching ball.

Not to mention the fact that the Night Fury had almost killed the chief. It could not be forgiven, and the black dragon had already been confined in a cage. It put up a great fight, and the men were glad the fight with Monstrous Nightmare had tired it.

The heavy door closed with a deep sound as Stoick's frustrated voice muttered, "I should have known. I should have seen the signs."

Hiccup's success in the dragon training arena needed to have an explanation, and there it was. The boy had been training a dragon secretly, no wonder all those ferocious beasts loved him. Gobber had merely said he went off to take a rest from his swarming fans, and the chief couldn't explain why no one ever grew curious about where his son could go and why it had to be every single day.

Why hadn't anyone followed him at least once? After a few days the thing should have turned odd. Stoick could recall Snotlout saying that he caught glimpse of Hiccup running into the forest even when he hadn't gotten any attention sometimes, and he always carried something, but he never noticed what it was. All his eyes saw were brown colored pieces, perhaps a bag.

The men who secured the Night Fury had noticed that it had a saddle with pedals on its back, connected to a prosthetic tailfin. That must have been what Hiccup carried all those days. He was helping the dragon, and Stoick was furious at that.

It was pretty much the same dragon that raided almost every night, destroyed all the catapults, and took the Vikings' attention away from the other dragons, leaving them enough time to escape the nets and take away some food.

But he was even more furious at the fact that his son had _spared _a dragon's life. He had said he shot down a Night Fury. Needless to say, no one believed him, but now they did. That dragon who risked its life to save his had to be the same one he downed, and instead of killing it, he let it go away and even transformed it into his guardian.

What a shame. _What a shame._

It was all Stoick had been repeating on his head when he noticed the truth behind the dragon's protective behavior towards Hiccup. To think he could have come back with a great trophy that would make him the best Viking Berk has ever had, and the only thing he saw before his blazing eyes was a traitor who changed sides.

It was clear that Hiccup preferred that dragon's company over his own kind's. That was literally a crime.

"Dad-" Hiccup started weakly, almost fearing his father was about to burst into flames for having such anger contained, but was cut off by his booming voice as he yelled, "We had a deal!"

The scrawny boy followed Stoick's gait as he paced back and forth, each of his steps booming irritation, anger and even sadness.

"I _know_ we did, but that- that was before I-" Hiccup had to bring his hands to his hair as if he was trying to fend off an malicious headache, "Oh, it's all so messed up!"

It was, indeed. He knew he had an all in all terrible secret, but he couldn't tell his father. Not because he didn't have the courage to do so, but because everything would have been ruined. How was he supposed to walk up to his father and casually say, _hey dad, I caught a dragon but I felt bad and I let it go, so now it's my friend and I'm helping it fly_?Stoick hated_, despised _dragons, especially after they took away his beloved wife.

Wasn't Hiccup aware of that? He was left with only a father because of a dragon, because of one of his 'friends'. Stoick's anger burned in a raging fire when he noticed how careless his son seemed about that.

His furious green eyes pierced onto him in the form of a scowl as Stoick deeply said, "So everything in the ring." Hiccup had to flinch when his voice suddenly boomed into a furious, _"A trick?"_ He waved a carless hand in the air in a disgusted manner as he turned his back to his son. "A _lie_."

"I screwed up." Hiccup almost deadpanned. He was at a loss of words, and he did not know what to say. Telling Stoick that he had a dragon when it was still a secret was hard enough, but now he had to explain everything he had done. How? He couldn't find the answer, for it had ran away never to return.

"I- I should of told you before now, I-" He felt like he was talking to himself. An inner part of him regretted having kept Toothless as a secret, but another part didn't, and he had no idea which one listen to. Both of them were right, and Hiccup was well aware that he was bad at facing situations like that.

A hand was driven to his chest as he softly, yet nervously, sighed, "Just, take this on me, be _mad_ at me, but _please_, just don't hurt Toothless."

Stoick froze for a small second. He had actually dared to name the dragon. Toothless? The beast that almost killed him's name was _Toothless?_ He couldn't understand the reason of such a name; he had seen ivory teeth in his face when the dragon had pinned him, and plenty of them. They were as bloodthirsty as the creature itself.

He turned to Hiccup with narrowed eyes. "The dragon?" As if having a pet dragon was bad enough, Hiccup was actually more worried about it than he was about all those innocent people who got hurt by his little companion. His father had been almost killed by it.

And he only cared about that thing.

He was more worried about a dragon than about his people, his father, his mother. Stoick felt a giant wave of anger crash against him.

Hiccup was anything but making things better, and he was stupidly not aware of it. If he was actually listening to himself and taking note of his words, he would have smacked himself mentally.

Stoick turned to face him fully as he spat a raging, "That's what you're worried about? Not the people you almost kill?"

Hiccup had felt anger when his father blamed him for what happened. He hadn't ordered Toothless to attack, and he wanted him to leave. Had no one seen that? He was frantically pushing the dragon away in front of thousands of eyes.

He just knew Stoick was taking it on him because he couldn't take it on anyone else. It wasn't his fault that his best friend protected him, but he somehow felt like it actually was.

If he hadn't met that Night Fury, this wouldn't have happened.

"He was just protecting me!" He defended. "He- he's not dangerous!"

_Not dangerous._

The words reverberated in Stoick's head painfully. No, that dragon was definitely not dangerous.

It had destroyed many catapults. It had made the Vikings lose their food. It had hurt many people. And Hiccup still said he was not dangerous as if it was the most obvious thing in the world.

Stoick had had just about enough. That lie had violently pulled the trigger.

"They've killed _hundreds _of us!"

And it wasn't only him who had had enough. Hiccup was anything but going let his father have the right, because he did not. He was the one who was wrong on everything he said. Hiccup would prove it no matter what. Even if he had to scream on his father's face.

"And we've killed _thousands _of them!"

Stoick pulled back in shock. Hiccup had never talked to him like that, not when he was sad or angry. His father knew he was taking it seriously, but he found it useless.

However, he had to admit his son had a point.

Cases of dragons killing someone were rare, but it happened several times. Cases of people killing dragons? That was everywhere. Perhaps one species of dragon killed a couple of Vikings; the next thing they knew was that said species had been driven to extinction.

But they still deserved it. Those devils deserved death. They were pests, a plague. They did nothing but take away lives, be it persons or animals, cause destruction, and bring despair.

He gesticulated angrily as he cursed in his mind; he wasn't about to tell Hiccup he was right, but something within him wanted him to. And even more when Hiccup continued, "They defend themselves, that's all!"

He was so into the situation that words started to come out of him unwittingly, and he wasn't even listening to himself.

Great mistake.

Stoick paced from left to right, and his son tried to explain, "They raid us because they have to! If they don't bring enough food back," He stopped to take in a breath. His heart had stopped when he first saw that gigantic, heavily toothed head take an innocent Gronkle out of this world, and just thinking about it made him cringe. "They'll be eaten _themselves._"

He didn't even notice how worried he started to sound, and the fact that Stoick was almost ignoring him as he listened to his thoughts fled past him. "There's… _something_ else on their island, dad."

He hadn't seen the whole beast yet, but he did know that it was gargantuan. A grey head full of spikes and nightmarish fangs poking out of its gums; a colossal beast that killed for sport. That was the only dragon they had to fear.

And as he pictured the creature on his mind, he didn't notice how Stoick abruptly stopped pacing around, and his eyes suddenly widened as if he had seen a ghost floating before him.

Island. Hiccup had just said _island_. He had been there. And he told nobody.

He had just crossed the line.

"Their island-" Stoick growled lowly, immediately silencing Hiccup; he made an unnoticed grimace when he noticed how stupid he had been for even mentioning the island. _"So you've been to the nest." _his father hissed at him.

His furious face was even scaring him; Hiccup had never seen him so angry and betrayed.

"Did I say nest…?" he tried to lie, but it was useless. After so many times, he knew when he completely screwed up. There was no way he could undo that.

"How did you find it." Stoick growled again, making Hiccup back away as he stepped towards him dangerously.

Things couldn't be worse. He had to tell him, otherwise his punishment would be beyond terrible. Stoick would take the truth out of him. There was no turning back; he couldn't get away from his mistake.

"I- I didn't, Toothless did, only a dragon can find the island."

His heart started pounding faster when the green eyes became round as the dinning bowls.

He just couldn't understand why he was being so darn stupid that day. Once again he had spoken way too much. He should have said, _I'm sorry but I have no idea_, one of his common answers_._ No, he had to mess things up even more and say that only a dragon is able to locate the infernal island.

Hiccup was sure he read his father's mind.

For Odin's sake, _he was going to force Toothless to find the island!_

He put a hopeless face. He would stand Stoick threatening him, punishing him for all he had done. But he could not let him take his dragon away.

Just no.

"Oh, no, no no, no!" he stuttered fearfully, looking into his eyes only to see them change, but it didn't happen. He wanted Stoick to think that it was a completely stupid idea. He would just forget it and keep trying to uselessly find the island.

It was a pity that he was too stubborn for that.

"Dad, no, please, it's not what you're thinking! You don't know what you're up against! It's like _nothing _you've ever seen!"

He couldn't see his father against a colossal beast that was probably as big as Berk.

But he felt like he genuinely cared more about what could happen to Toothless than what could happen to him.

He suddenly started to not care about the Vikings.

Stoick pushed him away as he stomped towards the door, and Hiccup knew it was too late to make him change his mind. He had tried everything, but there was nothing left for him to do.

"Dad, please!" There had to be a way to change his mind; he kept telling himself that, but he knew it was impossible. "I promise you can't win this one!"

His father kept walking, playing deaf. His son's words had no effect on him. He had betrayed his tribe, betrayed him. He had befriended a dragon, and it had taken him to their island. He had seen what the Vikings had been searching for during years with no success, and he kept it a secret. To protect his pet dragon.

It crushed Stoick's heart. Hiccup had a chance of becoming Berk's best Viking, and the greatest successor a chief could ask for.

But Stoick wouldn't let a traitor have that feat.

Hiccup sighed exasperatedly when he saw his words bounce against the robust back, and he felt the urge to punch something.

Did he not care on the slightest? He sounded completely desperate, but what attention was he getting? None. Stoick hadn't even answered once, and Hiccup questioned if he actually cared about him.

He never let him choose. That time, when he put him on the arena. Hiccup had told him he did _not _want to go there, but Stoick forced him to.

And many other times, when he had been sad, his father wasn't there to make him feel better. He merely said, _Come on, stand up and help me organize the house. _

Was Stoick really a caring father?

"Dad, no!"

Hiccup was at the edge of tears, but he contained them only to not look like a weeper.

He finally snapped, ran to his father, and frantically, almost angrily, screamed, "_For once in your life could you please just listen to me!"_

He caught a hold of the muscular arm in a useless attempt to stop his father, but his reaction to that left him as shocked as a diver in a desert.

Stoick pushed him away, throwing him to the floor; he did it carelessly, and roughly, as if _his son _was a poor, helpless animal trying to get some attention.

Hiccup felt his heart shatter into a million pieces that got lost into the void when his back collided against the cold floor. He panted. He couldn't believe Stoick had done that.

He knew it. He just knew it.

He did not care about him.

On the slightest.

Stoick seemed like a giant when he turned to his fallen son, and a look full of hatred scared the last remaining bits of Hiccup's love towards him away. "You've thrown your lot in with _them_."

He was friends with Death.

"You're not a Viking."

He did not belong there.

There was a crushing silence between the two, and only the boy's pants were heard.

And Hiccup wished his father had just shut his mouth.

"You're not my son."

Hiccup felt a stinging pain on his destroyed, devastated heart as Stoick carelessly turned around with a disgusted face. And he left, only shouting a commanding, "Ready the ships!" before he roughly closed the door.

Hiccup could not believe it. His father had just _disowned _him.

He felt warm tears forming on his eyes, but he refused to let them fall.

His hands suddenly turned into fists, and his pants sharpened as he gritted his teeth.

He was not his son? Well then.

He was not his father.

He was just a stranger.

A hopeless.


End file.
